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in distress; consider me your friend, and let ine know
your wants."

"Bread! Oh, for a morsal of bread!" said the
famished creature, while his hitherto wild and sunken
eyes, began to distil grateful tears. The "good
Samaritan" stepped to another apartment and brought
him a piece of bread, which he expected to see "him
devour at once, but instead, he looked at it wistfully,
literally devouring it with his eyes; turned it over
and over, and at last stammered out, " my good master,
without a piece of bread for my poor starving wife, I
can never swallow this, tempting as it is,"

"Poor man," said his benefactor, "can it be that
you have a wife with you, wretched as yourself?"
He brought out a loaf of bread, some cheese and meat,
and while the fugitive was preparing to return, the
kind gentleman said, "I am glad you came to me;
had you called at the house you first saw, you would
have been betrayed, and immediately arrested. You
must remember," he continued, "that you are young
and valuable slaves, and that your master will make
every effort in his power to find you, especially since
he has made a sale of you. To-day and to-night,
remain in the woods, and the next morning you
may come to me, if all is quiet; should I see danger
approaching you, I will warn you of it by the crack
my rifle. Go now, to your poor wife, and listen for
the signal of danger; if you hear none, come to me atcame; it is
